JOHN   LYLY
fumeries to a garden. Words are so many metal parts for
putting the clockwork toy together and, though the figure
itself may be of an elephant or a camel, it always performs
the same antics in the same way. Tick-tock, dickery-dock
it goes, and what may amuse us for a few sentences becomes,
when repeated for little short of five hundred pages, a form
of mental torture.
That Lyly was not only read by the Elizabethans but was
the most fashionable writer of his day, imitated by incom-
parably better writers than himself and made the pattern and
exemplar of art, taste, and elegance in letters throws a light
upon Renaissance art which hardly brings to our lips the
cliche of the spacious days. One is dumbfounded by the fact
that Lyly was read not by crabbed old men and the then
votaries of word-problems and puzzles, but by cavaliers, by
peacocking young courtiers, by ardent pioneers in the
fashioning of a new literature worthily expressive of the
adventurous times, by these and more especially by brilliant
and beautiful young women who spent all their time in
parties, functions, dressing, and thinking about love. " All
our ladies were then his Schollers," wrote Blount in his 1632
edition of some of the plays and the Grand Enchanter him-
self:
" It resteth, Ladies, that you take the paines to read it
(' Euphues *), but at such times as you spend in play-
ing with your little dogges, and yet will I not pinch you
of that pastime, for I am content that your dogges lie
in your laps, so c Euphues * may lie in your hands, that
when you shalle be wearie in reading of the one, you
may be ready to sport with the other. . . . c Euphues *
had rather lye shut in a ladies casket than open in a
Scholler's studie."
The Sylvias of the period read Euphues with as much avid-
ity as the rather more bourgeois Clarindas of a later epoch
devoured Richardson's Pamela. " She who spake not
Euphuism," wrote a contemporary, " was as little regarded
at court as if she could not speak English." Lyly was the
gallant of the entire feminine portion of the court and surely
not an eye closed in the boudoirs of the palace, but some
honeyed sentence from the pillow was the last of its waking
sights.
Depending as he did upon a shell of formal architectural
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